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Quantum ed homini prefiat. 


EVGA Y AM favoured by a correfpondent 
ie by, with the following little inftryétive 
33) os piece, which he calls 
C Tur Art of Happiness. 

1 A Goop témper is one of the prin- 

ss me MI cipal ingredients of happinefs.. This, 

it will be faid, is. ; the work of nature, and mutt be born 

with us: and fo in.a good meafure it is ;. yet oftentimes 

it may be acquired by art, and always improved by cul- 

ture. Almoft every object that attracts our notice, has 

it’s bright, and it’s dark fide : he that habituates. ,him- 

felf to look at the difpleafing fide, will ‘four his difpot- 

tion, and confequently impair his happinefs ; while he 

who conftantly beholds it on the bright fide, infenfibly 

meliorates his temper, and in confequence of it, im- 

proves his own happinefs, and the happinefs of all about 
him. 
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- Aracune and Meliffa are two friends. They are 


*both of them women in years, and alike in birth, 
}fortune, education. and accomplifhments. They were 
originally alike in temper too; but by different 


management, are grown the reverfe of each other. 
Arachne has accuftomed herfelf to look cnly on the 


«dark fide of every object. If a new poem or play 


makes it’s appearance, with a thoufand brilliances, and 
but one or two blemifhes, fhe flightly fkims over 
the paffages that fhould give her pleafure, and dwells 
upon.thofe only that fill her with diflike. Ifyou thew 


_ her a very excellent portrait, fhe looks at fome part of 


the drapery which has been neglected, or to a hand or 
finger that has been left unfinifhed. Her garden is a 
very beautiful one,.and kept with great neatnefs and 
elegancy ; but if you take a walk with her in it, fhe 
talks to you of nothing but blights and ftorms, of {nails 
and caterpillars, and how impoffible it is to keep it 
‘from the litter of falling leaves and worm-cafts. If you 
‘fit down in one of her temples, to enjoy a delightful 
profpect, fhe obferves to you, that there is too much 
‘wood, or too little water ; that the day is too funny, or 
‘too gloomy ; that it is fultry, or windy; and finithes 
with a long harangue upon the wretchednefs of our 
‘climate. When you return with her to the company, 
in hopes of a little cheerful converfation, fhe cafts a ’ 
gloom oyer all, by giving you the hiftory of her own 
bad health, or of fome melancholy accident that has be- 
fallen one of her daughter’s children. Thus the infen- 
fibly finks her own fpirits, and the fpirits of all around 
her, and at laft difcovers, fhe knows not why, that her 
friends are grave. 
Metissa is the reverfe of all this. By conftantly ha- 
bituating herfelf to look only on the bright fide of ob- 
jets, 
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jects, the preferves a perpetual cheerfulnefs in herfelf, 
which by a kind of happy coatagion, fhe communicates 
to all about her. If any misfortune has befallen her, 
fhe-confiders it might have been worfe,, and is thankful 
to providence for an efcape. She rejoices in folitude, 
-as it gives her an opportunity of knowing herfelf; and 
in fociety, becaufe fhe can communicate the happinefs 
fhe enjoys. She oppofes every man’s virtues to his 
failings, and can find out fomething to cherifh and 
applaud in the very worft of her acquaintance. She 
‘opens every book with a defire to be entertained 
or inftruéted, and therefore feldom miffes . what 
fhe looks for. Walk with her, though it be but 
.on a heath or a common, and fhe will difcover number- 
lefs beauties, unobferved before, in the hills, the dales, 
the broom, the brakes, and the variagated flowers of 
weeds and poppies. She enjoys every change of wea- 
ther and of feafon, as bringing with it fomething of 
health or convenience. In converfation it is a rule with 
her never to ftart a fubject that leads to any thing gloomy 
or difagreeable ; you therefore never hear her repeating 
her own grievances, or thofe of her neighbours, or (what 
is worft of all) their faults and imperfections. If any 
thing of the latter kind be mentioned in her hear- 
ing, fhe has the addrefs to turn it into entertain- 
ment, by changing the moft odious railing into a plea- 
fant raillery. Thus Meliffa, like the bee, gathers honey 
from every weed ; while Arachne, like the {pider, fucks 
poifon from the faireft flowers. The confequence is, 
that of two tempers, once very nearly allied, the one is 
forever four and diffatisfied, the other always gay and 
cheerful: the one fpreads an univerfal gloom; the other 
a continual funfhine. 


THERE 
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"THERE is nothing more worthy of our attention than 
this art of happinefs. In converfation, as well as life, 
happinefs very often depends upon the flighteft incidents. 
‘The taking notice of the badnefs of the weather, a 
north-eaft wind, the approach of ‘winter, or any trifling 
circumftance of the difagreeable kind, ‘fhall infenfibly 
rob a whole company of it’s good-humour, and fling 
every member of it into the vapours. If therefore we 
would be happy in ourfelves, and are defirous of com- 
municating that happinefs to all about us, thefe minutia 
of converfation ought carefully to be attended to, The 
brightnefs of the fky, the lengthening of the days, the 
encreafing verdure of the fpring, the arrival of-any little 
piece of good news, or whatever carries with it the 
moft diftant glimpfe of joy, fhall frequently be the pa- 
rent of a focial and happy converfation. Good-manners 
exact from us this regard to our company. The clown 
may repine at the funfhine that ripens his harveft, be- 
caufe his turnips are burnt up by it; but the man of 
refinement will extract pleafure from the thunder-ftortn 
to which he is expofed, by remarking on the plenty 
and refrefhment which may be expected from fuch a 
fhower. he 

Tuus does good manners, as well as good fenfe, di- 
rect us to look at every object on the bright fide ; and 
by thus acting, we cherith and improve both the one 
and the other. By this practice it is that Meliffa is be- 
come the wifeft and the beft-bred woman living; and 
by this practice may every man and woman arrive at 
that eafy benevolence of temper, which the world calls 
good-nature, and the {fcripture charity, whofe natural 
and never-failing fruit is HAPPINESS, 


I cannoT better conclude this paper than with the 
following ode, which I received from another corref- 
pondent, and which feems to be written in the fame 


fpirit of cheerfulnefs with the above effay. 
Ove 
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‘ Ope to MorNING, 


‘The fprightl meffenger of day, 

Io Heav'n afcending, tunes the lay, 

_ That. wakes the blufhing Morn : 
Cheer'd with th infpiring notes, I rife, 
And hail the Pow'’r, whofe glad fupplies 
IB enliven'd plains adorn. 


Far hence retire; O Nicur! thy praife, 

Majeftic queen! in nobler lays 

. Already has been  fung: t 

‘When thine own fpberes expire, thy name, 

Secure from time, fhall rife in fame, 
Jmmortaliz'd by Youne. 


See, while I fpeak, Aurora fheds 
Her early honours er the meads, 

The fpringing valleys fmile; 
With cheerful hate, the village fwain 


Renews the labours of the plain, 
And meets th’ accufom'd toil. 


Day's monarch comes to blefs the year ! 

Wingd Zepuirs wanton round bis car, 
Along th’ ethereal road; 

PLentTY and Hea.tu attend bis beams, 

And Trutu, divinely bright! proclaims 
The vifit of the God. 


Awd by the view, my foul reveres 

The great First Cause, that bad the fpheres 
In tuneful order move: 

Thine is the fable-mantled night, 

Unfcen Atmicuty! and the light 
The radiance of thy love. 


Hark! the awaken'd grove repays 
With melody the genial rays, 
And echo fpreads the ftrain; 
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‘The fireams in grateful murmurs rut, 

The bleating flocks falute the fun, 
And mufic glads the. plain. —— 

While. nature thus her charms difplays, 


_ Let me enjoy the fragrant breeze, 


That op’ning flow'rs diffule; 
‘TEMP’ RANCE and INNOCENCE attend, 
Thefe are your haunts, your influence.lend, 
Affociates of the Muse! . 


Riot, and Guitt, and wafting CARE, 
And fell Revence, and black Despair, 
Avoid the Morning's light ; 
Nor beams the fun, nor blooms the rofe 
Their reftlefs paffions to compofe, 
Who Virtur’s didates flight. 
Along the mead, and iu the wood, 
And on the margin of the flood, 
The Goddefs walks confeft ; 
She gives the landfcape pow’r to charm, 
The fun bis genial heat, to warm 
The wife and gen'rous breaft. 


Happy the man! whofe tranquil mind 

Sees nature in her changes kind, 
And pledsd the whole furveys ; 

For him the morn benignly fmiles, 

And ev'ning fhades reward the toils 
That meafure out his days. 


The varying year may fhift the fcene, 
The founding tempeft lafh the main, 
And Heav'n’s own thunders roll; 
Calmly be views the burfling form, 
Tempefts nor thunder can deform 


The Morning of bis foul. 
of bs I = 
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